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future stories. In a few hours the twentieth century would
be born. He had the feeling that at midnight he too would be
born; that he and the new century would be launched
together.

A hundred years ago this night humanity had wandered
shatter-brained in the miasmic fogs of the Dark Ages,
conceiving the world to be preordained, unchangeable;
credulously believing that the forms of government,
economic structure, morality, religion, and all other aspects
of life had been set forever in one unbreakable mould by the
Lord God, not the slightest tenet of which might be tam-
pered with or altered. Hegel, rebellious German philosopher,
had broken up this rigid concept, which had been forced
upon the unthinking mass by king and clergy. Out of the
ignorance, the fear, the hypocrisy and sham also had arisen
Darwin and Spencer to free mankind from the shackles of
religion, and Karl Marx to supply a mechanism with which
it might burst its bonds and create a civilisation to fit its
needs. A hundred years ago this night humanity had been
slaves; one hundred years from this night would they be
masters ? They now had the means and the equipment with
which to free themselves; the world could be anything and
everything men wanted it to be; all they lacked was the
will. He was determined to play his part in providing that
collective will.

Quietly, reflectively, he made an estimate of himself, his
work, his age, and his future. He had a strong gregarious
instinct, he liked to rub against his own kind, yet in society
he saw himself as a fish out of water. Because of his back-
ground he took to conventionality uneasily, rebelliously.
He was used to saying what he thought, nothing more nor
less. The hard hand of adversity, laid upon him. at the age
of ten, had left him sentiment but destroyed sentimentality.
It had made him practical so that he was sometimes known
as harsh, stern, and uncompromising; it had made him
believe that reason was mightier than imagination, that
the scientific man was superior to the emotional man.
"Take me this way," he wrote to Anna Strunsky in the early